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Select Poetry.
PARODY.

BY TASSO, JR.

rill tell you of a l.vly
. Of tody that 1 saw ;

7ho is neither smart nor pretty,
. But she's gut a wealthy Pa
And I made some strikes to get

For I lored her "fit to kill,"
Yt her H would never let me.

But still, thought I to mrsjlf,
all he has said, marbe yet he

will.
So. again I mustered courage,

"Ms carTr upon this fair ;
lint sh"c entertaiued me coolly

And with haughty debonair
Though when she saw my sorrow,

As my eves with tears did fill,
She aeciueil my woas to barrow.

And I saw plainly from the express-
ion of her countenance, that her heart was
almost melted with pity. So I asked her to
hare me. Said she. "Perhaps I will."

Ilor last remark relieved me
From the keenest pnK'1 ot vvoe i

So I gathered up my bearer"
And prepared myself to go.

At the door I met her father:
Said I, "Sir, Mr. Gill.

I w.mt your dinghter Clara.
Bit the old gentlcmin thouelit it

bost to compromise the matter by setting roe
up in the " b'Kit business" instead of giving
n-- e his daugliler. So now as to getting tier,
1 ha-- e thought the matter over, and I hardly
think I will. Sewcaitle Courier.

Select Miscellany

MARY MOORE.
A PLEASANT LOVE STORY.

CHAPTER I.

All my life long I had known Mary
Moore. All my lite 1 loved her.

Our mothers were old playmates and
first cousins. My first recollection is
of a boy, in a red frock and morocco
shoes, rocking a cradle in which reposed
a sunny-haire- blue-eye- d baby, not
quite a year old. That boy was niyaelt

Harry Church; that blue-eye- d baby-wa- s

Mary Moore.
Later still, I see myself at the little

school house, drawing my little chaise
'up to the door, that Mary might ride
home. Many a beating have i gained
on such occasions, for other boys be-

side liked her, and she, I fear, was some-
thing of a flirt, even in her pinafore.
How elegantly she came tripping down
the steps when I called her name ! how
sweetly her blue eyes looked tip at me!
how gaily rang out her merry laugh !

that fairy laugh ! No one but Mary-coul- d

ever bring her heart so soon to
Iter lips. 1 followed that laugh from
the days ot my childhood until I grew
an awkward, blushing youth ; I followed
it through the heated noon of manhood;
and now, when the frosts of age are

hair, and many children climb
my knee and call me '"father;." I find
that the memories of youth are strong,
and that, even in gray hairs, I am fol-

lowing its music still.
When I was fifteen the first great

sorrow of my life came upon my heart.
1 was sent to school, and was obliged to
part with Mary. Wc were not to sec
each other for three long years ! This,
to me, was like a sentence of death, for
Mary was like myself to inc.

But hearts are tough things after all.
1 left college in all the flush and vig-

or of my nineteenth year. I was no
longer awkward and embarrassed. I
had grown into a tall, slender stripling,
with a very good opinion of myself, both
in general and particular. If I thought
of Mary Moore, it was to imagine how
I would dazzle and bewilder her with
my good looks and wonderful attain-
ments never thinking that she might
dazzle and bewilder me still more. I
was a coxcomb, I know ; but as good
looks have fled, I trust I may be believed
when I say that self-conce- it has left me
also.

An advantageous proposal was made
to me at this time, and, accepting; it, I
gave up all idea of a profession, and
prepared to go to the Indies. In my
hurried visit home of two days, I saw
nothing of Mary Moore. She had gone
to a boarding school at some distance,

' and was sot expected home until the
following May. I uttered one sigh to
the memory of my little blue-eye- d play-
mate, and then called myself " a man
again."

" In a year," I thought, as the vehicle
hurled away from our door " in a year,
or three years at the very most, I will
return, and if Mary is as pretty as she
used to be, why then, perhaps, I may
inarry her."

And thus I settled the future of a
young lady whom I had not seen for
four years. I never thought of the
possibility of her refusing me never
dreamed that she would not condescend
to accept my offer.

But now I know that, had Mary met
roe then, she would have despised me.
Perhaps, in the scented and affected
student, she might have found plenty of
sport ; but as for loving me, or feeling
the slightest interest in me, I should
have perhaps found I was mistaken.

India was my salvation, not merely
because of my success, but because my
laborious industry had counteracted the
evil in my nature, and made me a better
man. When at the end of three years
T nreDared to return, I said nothing of
the reformation in myself which I knew
bad taken place.

" They loved me as I was," I mur-

mured to myself, " and they shall find
out for themselves whether I am better
worth loving than formerly."

I packed up many a token from that

land of romance and gold, for the friends
T hoped to meet. The gift for Mary-Moor-

I selected with a beating heart ;

it was a ring of rough, virgin gold, with
my name and her's engraved inside
that was all, and yet the sight of the
little toy strangely thrilled me as I bal-
anced it upon the top of my finger.

lo the eyes ot others it was but a
small plain circlet, suggesting thoughts,
perhaps, by its elegance, of the beautiful
white hand that was to wear it. But to
me how much was embodied there !

A loving smile on a beautiful face low
words of welcome a future home, and
a sweet smiling face a group of merry
cunaren to climb my knee all the.-y-;

delights were-hidd-
en within that liltle4 -

ring of gold ?

CHAPTER II.
Tall, bearded and sun-bronze- I

knocked at the door of my father's house.
The lights in the parlor windows and
the hum of conversation and cheerful
laughter, showed me that company were
assembled there. I hoped my sister
Lizzie would come to the door, and that
I might greet my family when no strange
eye was looking curiously on.

But no; a servant answered my sum-
mons. They were too merry iu the parlor
to heed the long absent one when he asked
for admittance. A bitter thought like
this was passing through my mind, as 1
heard the sounds from the parlor, and
saw the half-suppress- smile upon the
servant's face.

I hesitated for a moment before I
made myself known, or asked after the
family. And while Istood silent,astrange
apparition grew up before me. t rout
behind the servant peered out a small
golden head a tiny, delicate form fol-
lowed, and a sweet, childish face, with
blue eyes, was lifted up to mine so
like to those of one who had brightened
my boyhood, that I started back with a
sudden fooling of pain.

" What is your name, my little one?"'
I asked, while the wondering servant
held the door.

She lifted up her hand as if to shade
her cj-e- (I had soon that very attitude
in auothor, in my boyhood, many and
many a time,) and answered iu a sweet,
bird-lik- e voice

' Mary Moore."
"And what else?" I asked quickly.
" Mary Moore Chester," lisped the

child.
My head sank down like lead. Here

was an end to all the bright dreams
and hopes of manhood. Frank Chester,
my boyish rival, who had often tried
and tried in vain, to usurp my place
beside the girl, had succeeded at last,
and had won her away from me ! This
was his child his child and Marv's !

I sank, body aud soul beneath this
blow, and hiding my face in my bauds
I leaned against the door, while my
heart wept tears of blood. The little
one gazed at me, grieved and amazed,
and put up her pretty lips as if about to
cry, while the servant stepped
to the parlor door, and called my sister
out, to sec who it could be that conduct-
ed himself so strangely.

I heard a light step, and a pleasant
voice saying :

" Did you wish to see my father, sir?"
I looked up. There stood a pretty

sweet-face- d maiden of twenty, not much
changed from the dear little sister I had
loved so well. I looked at her for a mo-

ment, and then, stilling the tumult of
my heart by a mighty effort, I opened
my arms and said :

'Lizzie, don't you know me?"
"Harry! Oh. my brother Harr' !"

she cried, and threw herself upon niy
brcast. She wept as if her heart would
break.

T 1.1 1 T .1 1 tlj. cuuiu nut ccn. i uiuw uci gcuti. :.,,!into the lighted parlor,' and stood
belorc them all.

Therc was a rush and cry of joy, and
..i r jrnrn Tn v lairn'r .inn mnuinr snr if to- -

wards me, and welcomed me home with
heartfelt tears. Oh, strange and passing
is such a greeting to the wayworn wan-
derer! And as I held my dear old
mother to my heart, and grasped

hand, while Lizzie still clung
beside me, I felt that all was not yet lost,
and though another had secured life's
choicest blessing, many a joy remained
for me in this dear sanctuary of a home.

There were four other inmates of the
room who had risen on my sadden en-

trance. One was the blue-eye- d child
whom T hail already seen, :id who now
stood beside Frar.fc Chester, clinging to
his hand. NVir t.v M L.zzie Moore,
Mary's eldest chiid and in a distant cor-

ner, to which she had hurriedly retreated
when my name was spoken, stood a tall
and slender figure half-hidde- n by the
heavy window curtains that fell to the
floor.

When the first rapturous greeting was
over, Lizzie led me forward with a timid
grace, and Frank Chester grasped my
hand.

" Welcome home, my boy !" he said
with the loud, cheerful tones I remem-
bered so well. " You have so changed
that I should never have known you.
But no matter for that ; your heart is in
the right place, I know."

" How can you say he is changed?"
said my mother, gently. " To be sure,
he looks older, graver, and more like a
man, than when he went away, but his
eyes and smiles are the same as ever. It
is that heavy beard that changes him.
lie is my boy still !"

"Ay, mother," I answered, sadly,-- "

am your boy still."
Heaven help me? At that moment 1

felt like a boy, and it would have been
a blessed relief to have wept upon her
bosom, as I had done in my infancy.
But I kept down the beating of rrfy
heart and the tremor of my lip. and an-
swered quietly, as I looked in his full
handsome face :

" You have changed, too, Frank, but
I think for the better."

"Oh, yes! thank you for the compli-
ment,'" he answered with a hearty laugh.
" My wife tells me I grow handsomer
every day !"

" His wife ! Could I hear that name
and keep silent still ?" .

And have vou seen. in i n i ur n

8,

nrnrt Kissing 1 ler crimson cheek. I tell
you, Harry, there is not auother in the
world. Don't you think she looks very-muc-h

like her mother used?"
" Very much," I faltered.
" Hallo !" cried Frank, with a sudden-

ness that made me start violently," I
forgot to introduce you to my wife. I
believe you and she used to be playmates
in your young days eh, Harry ?" and
he slapped him on the back. ' For the
sake of old times, and because you were
not here at the wedding, I'll give you
leave to kiss her at once ; but mind, old
fellow, you arc never to repeat the cer-

emony. Come, here she is, and I for
once want to see how you will manage
those ferocious mustaches of yours iu the
operation."

He pushed Lizzie, laughing and brush-
ing towards me ! A gleam of light and
hope, almost too dazzling to bear, came
over me, and I cried out before I thought:

' Not Mary I"
I must have betra3"ed my secret to

every one in the room. But nothing
was said. Even Frank, in general so
obtuse, this time was silent. I kissed
the fair cheek of the wile, and hurried
to the silent figure at the window.

" Mary Mary Moore," I said in a
low, eager voice, " have you no welcome
to give the wanderer?"

She turned and laid her hand in mine,
and murmurod hurriedly :

' I am glad to see you here, Harry."
Simple words ; and yet how blessed

they made me ! I would not have yielded
tip that moment for an emperor's crown !

For there was the nappy home groupc,
and the dear home fireside, and there
sweet Mary Moore ! The eyes I had
dreamed of bv dav and night were fall

ing of happiness until
came !

Many years have passed since that
happy night, and the hair that was dark
and glossy then is fast turning gray. I
am growing to be an old man, and can
look back to a long and happy, and 1

hope a well-spe- life. And vet, sweet
as it has been, I would not recall a sin- -

trie da-- , for the love that made my man-
hood so bright shines also upon my
white hairs.

An old man ! Can this be so? At
heart I am as young as ever. And
Marv. with her bright hair parted
smoothly from a brow that has a slight
furrow upon it, is still the Mary of my
early days. To me she can never grow old
nor change. The heart that held her in
infancv. and sheltered her in beauty of
womanhood, can never cast her out un-

til life shall cease to warm it. Nor even
then, for love still lives above.

Beautiful Extract.
There lies in the depth of every

that dream of our youth, and the chas-
tened wish of manhood, which neither
cares nor honors can ever extinguish,
the hope of one day resting from the
pursuits which absorbed us; of interpo-
sing between our old age and the tomb
some tranquil interval of reflection,
when, with feelings

.
not subdued but

softened, with passions not exhausted
but mellowed, we ma- -

J.
look calmly on

the past without regret, and on the fu- -

ture without apprehension..... Uut in the
tumult of the world, this vision forever
reduces as we approach it; the passions
which have agitated our life disturb our
latest hours, and we go down to the
tomb, like the sun in the ocean, with
no gentle and gradual withdrawing of
the light of life back to the source which
gave it, but sullen in its beamless de-

scent, with all its fiery glow, long after
it has lost its power and its splendor.

The Celestial State. Old Rick-
ets was a man of labor, and had little or
no time to dovote to speculations to
the future. He was, withal, rather un- -

couth in t ho use ol language.
One day. while engaged in stopping

up hob s about bis plaoc, he was ap-
proached by a colporteur, and presented
with a tract.

" What is all this about demanded
Ricket."

".That, sir, is a book describing the
celestial state," was' the reply.

"Celestial state," said Rickets. "Where
the deuce is that?"'

" My worthy friend, I fear that you
have not "

" Well, never mind," interrupted
Rickts; "I don't want to hoar about
any better State than old Pennsylvania.
I intend to live and die right here, if I
can only keep them darned hogs out."

US?" "Fray Miss," said a composer of
music to a young lady whom he was
courting, "what time do you prefer?"'

"Oh," she replied carelessly, " any
time will do, but the quicker the bet-
ter."

The gentleman took the hint, and a
wedding in quick time was the conse-
quence.

A Pretty Good
THE CALF'S TAIL ALI THE AUGER HOLE.

The North Carojpbgus tells the
following capital spor which it is
indebted to thc"stujgecch of a Vir-
ginia member of CflHv?3 We have
read nothing that hBjfilcd our cachi-nator- y

muscles mordBphtly into play,
f"ir o lr,no. Trillin

The proprietor of Si adjacent
to a certain town lqHTK mia, conclu- -

ded to build a stand, . sort of a store
on 0110 of the main iat for the
rw?Se of vending hiiflw sr raw

y hides. aini the l!fcT fter coniptetUMWiq
n is buildin"-- . he beiran to consider
sort of a sign it would be best to put up
for the purpose of attracting attention
to his new establishment ; and for days
and weeks he was sorely puzzled on this
subject. Several devices were adopted,
and on further consideration rejected.
At last a happy idea struck hiin. He
bored an auger-hol- e through the door-
post, and stuck a calf 's tail into it with
the bushy end flaunting out. After a
while, he noticed a gras-- e looking per
sonage standing near the door, with hi;
spectacles, ;azing intently on tlic sign.
And there he continued to stand, ga-

zing and gazing, until the curiosity of
the" tanner was greatly txcited in turn.
He stepped out and addressed the indi-
vidual :

'Good morning,' said lie.
'Morning,' said the other, without

moving his eves from the sign.
'You want to buy any leather?' said

the store-keepe- r.

'No.'
'Do you wish to sell hides?'
'No.'
'Are vou a farmer?'

"
'No.'
'Are you a merchant?'
'No.'
Are you a lawyer?'

'No.'
'Are you a Doctor?'
'No.'
'What arc you then?'
'I'm a Philosopher. I have been

standing here for an hour; trying to see
if I could ascertain how that calf got
tlirouch the auger hole, and 1 can t
make it out, to save my life.'

An Abolitionist Quizzed.
Under this caption a Holy Springs,

Miss., correspondent of the Memphis
l..n..U ol V.iiqiiiror r.d.itithn ynbjoiii- -

od aneodate :

The following amusing scene actually
occurred last summer between a citizen
of our town and a yankeo on board one
of the northern steamboats, perhaps
upon the Hudson.

Our southern friend discovered a dis-

position in a very gentle looking man
on board the boat to open a chat with
him, and nothing loth to hear what his
friends wished to say. he indicated by
his manner that he was approachable;
whereupon the following dialogue en-

sued :

Yankee Well, sir, I wish to ask you
one question; I hope it will be no of-

fence.
Southerner Certainly not, I will hear

you with pleasure.
YankeeWell, sir, is" it true that they

work negroes in the plow at the South ?

Southerner I will answer you in the
favorite method of your own country-
men, by asking you a question or two.

Yankee I admit the right, sir.
Southerner How many negro men

do you suppose it would require to draw
a good large one-hors- e plough ?

Yankee Well, I suppose six or sev-
en say seven.

Southerner What are they worth
per head ?

Yankee Well. I suppose $S00.
Southerner That would be 65,000.

Now what would one large, strong horse
cost ?

Yankee --I guess about 8100.
LTpon this the Southerner looked a

little quizzically at his neighbor, who,
without waiting to hear the conclusion,
started and stammered

Well, I I I knew it was a lie

New Litany. Here is a litany,
which though not orthodox, will pass
among sinners :

From tailor's bills, doctors' bills, wes-

tern chills, and othor ills deliver us.
From want of gold, wives that scold,

maidens old, andby sharpers 'sold' de-
liver us.

From seedy coats, protest notes, sink-
ing boats and illegal votes deliver us.

From creaking doors, a wife who
snores, "confounded bores," and dry
good stores protect us.

From modest girls, with waving curls,
and teeth of pearls never mind.

From stinking flies, coal black eyes,
bakers pies, and babies cries deliver
us.

B A fellow who is considered rather
"soft," speaking the other day of the
many inventions which have been made
by the present generation, exulting v
wound up with "For my part, I believe
every generation wiser and wiser ; for
there's my father; be knew'd mor'n my
grandfather, and I believe I know mor'n
my father did." "My dear sir," re-

marked a bystander, "what an old fool
your great granfatber must have been.

CsS-H- ow many wives would do well
to emulate the virtues of the Shawnee
Indian woman, who was met bv a man
who asked her to look on him and love
him. "My husband," said she, "is- - ever
before my eyes, and hinders me from
seeing you or any one else !"'

How to be Miserable.
Sit at the window and look over the

way to your neighbor's excellent man-
sion, which he has recently built and
paid for, and sigh out, "Oh, that I was
a rich man !" Get angrv with vour
neighbor, and think you have not got a
friend in the world. Shed a tear or
two, take a walk in the burial ground,
continually saying to yourself, "when
shall I be buried here'?" Sign a note
for your friend, and never forget your
kindness; and every hour in the day
whisper to yourself, "I "wonder if he

Jytliat .note. I lank ever y body
whatTmearts to wieat you. Closely examine

every bill you take, and doubt its being
genuine, till you have put the owner to
a great deal of trouble. Believe every
shilling passed to you is but a sixpence
crossed, and express your doubts about
getting rid of it, if you should take it.
Put confidence in nobody, and believe
every man you trade with to be a rogue.
Never accommodate, if you can possibly
help it. Never visit the sick or afflict-
ed, and never give a farthing to the poor.
Buy as cheap as you can, and screw
down the lowest mill. Grind the faces
and the hearts of the unfortunate.
Brood over your misfortune, your lack
of talents, and believe at no distant day
you will come to want. Let the work-
house be ever in your mind, with all
the horrors of distress and poverty.
Then you will be miserable to your
heart's content, (if we may speak) sick
at heart and at variance with all the
world. Nothing will cheer nor encour-
age you; nothing will throw a gleam of
sunshine or a ray of warmth into your
heart. All will be as dark and cheer-
less as the grave.

Getting to it by Degrees.
' Somewhere about here." writes a

Southern correspondent, "lives a small
farmer of such social habits that his
coming home intoxicated was once no
unusual thing."' His wife urged him in
vain to sign the pledge.

"Why, you see," he would say, "I'll
sign it after a while, but I don't like to
break right off at once; it ain't whole-
some. The best way is to get used to a
thing by degrees, you know.
"Very well old man,' his helpmate would

rejoin, "see now if you don't fall into
a hole one of these days, while you cau't
take care of yourself, and nobody near
to help you out."

--'urc onottgb, ss trio verify the proph-
ecy, as he returned home drunk one
day, he fell into a shallow well, and af-
ter a deal of useless scrambling, he
shouted for the of his eyes" to
come and help him out.

'Didn't I tell you so?" said the good
soul, showing her cap frill over the cd;c
of the parapet; "you've got into a hole
at last, and its only lucky I'm in hear
ing, or you might have drowned. ell,
she continued, after a pause, letting
down the bucket, take hold." And up
he came, higher at each turn of the
windlass, until the old lady's grasp slip-
ping from the handle, down he went to
the bottom again. This occuring more
than once, made the temporary occupant
of the well suspicious.

"Look here," he screamed in a fury,
at the last splash, "you're doing that on
purpose I know you are !"

ell, now I am, responded ins old
woman, tranquilly, while winding him
up once more. "Don't you- - remember
telling mo it's best to get used to a thing
by degrees ? I'm afraid if I bring you
right up on a sudden, you wouldn't find
it wholesome."

The old follow could not help chuck- -

line at the application of his principle,
and protested he would sign the pledge,
wet as he was.

"For vou see." she added, very em
phatically, "ij you ever fall into a ditch
igain, 1 11 leav:: you here l will :

A't iekcrboclccr.

S.MUKElts. Some lady, who has more
reverence for the inspiration she draws
from Helicon than for that imported
from Havana, comes down after the fol-

lowing style upon the patrons of the
weed :

May never Iadv press hi 'ip.
His proffered love returniug,

AYho makes a furnace of his mouth,
Aud keeps his chimney burning!

Slay each true wonian shun his sight,
For fear his fumes might choke her ;

Ami none but those who smoke themselves
llave kisses for a smoker !

Bu"You pull out teeth here, I sup
pose t inquired a vegetable tooting cus-

tomer, who dropped into a dental office
for information.

Yes, sir, take a chair, replied the
proprietor, "our charge is only hlty
cents, and I can do it instantly.

Well. I guess I 11 wait until 1 get
homo, for 1 can t pay that price, because
our doctor charges only a quarter, and
it takes him two hours, besides, he pulls

j . .
you all around me room, ana ougei
the worth oi our money. So good
day."

JK3"'If vou meet with a man that is a
man. or a woman mat is woman, uuu
nothing else, you may find something
human about them: but the quibbles and
quirks, hypocrisy and meanness, the
hcartlcssness; treachery and sordidness
of what is deemed "good society arc
scandalous beyond all names of scandal.

b?lA person was bostinpr that he had
sprung from a high family in Ireland

Yes, said a hvstandcr. "l nave seen
some ot tne family so mii mat iticir
feet could not touch the ground.

Doesticks on Garroting.
Doesticks shows up the stories about

garroting propensities so prevalent late
ly in the city in this wise :

Pigford, my esteemed friend and fel-

low boarder, at Mrs. Shaglev's, has been
garroted; and it really" seems as if the
robbers must have intimately known his
private affairs, because the event occur-
red on the very night of the day he re-

ceived a remittance from England to
pay Mrs. Stagely five months board.
He appeared at breakfast table next
morning with a countenance so mucli
damaged, and so cast down on her ac-

count, that she could not find it in her
heart to refuse him three month's lon-

ger credit until he could get another re-
mittance from England.

Jenks another of our boarders, was
garrotted twice in one week it has a
bewildering effect upon our Jenks it
makes him unsteady in his legs, and
causes his breath to smell of rum punch.
On the first occasion of the robbing and
choking outrage, he rung the area-be- ll

of the house on the outside of the street,
until a policeman interfered and brought
him home, then Jenks inveigled the po-
liceman iuto the house and delivered
him over to me with many formalities,
assuring me that he was a garroter whom
he had overpowered and captured by
main strength, and he showed the star
on M. P's breast as the place where the
invincible fist of Jenks had ''smashed
his jaw." Jenks was garroted two days
after, and brought home by a gentle-
manly looking individual who picked
his pockets at the door, took his over-
coat, and changed hats with him, and
then rung the bell for the girl to come
and let Jenks into the house. The girl
came, and found that individual trying
to whittle off one of the pickets of the
iron fence with his penknife, and mean
time making a furious attempt to sing
the words of "Ever: ng Hymn to the

lrgin, to the classic air oi "Hoot
Hog, or Die."

The Mania has cxleudod to the kit
chen, and the servants are now follow
ing the example of their betters, and
getting "garroted on every iarorable
opportunity. If the boy goes to th
butcher's he is invariably, according to
his own account, attacked by a band of
ruffians and robbed of the money before
he gets home. This had happened for
successive days in broad daylight, and
has co-- t Mrs. Stagely four and sixpence
o.tch time. J cent Sally the errand girl
with a dime for some boor, and she re
turned in tears with the news that she
too had been "garrotted," and had lost
the change. She had her fist full of
candv, and had two big apples in her
pocket, which I suppose the robbers had
given her.

Printers.
From high to low they are the same

careless, liaht hearted, clever, wen in
formed, reckless fellows, knowing how
to act better than they do nothing at
times everything if the occasion re
ouircs or fits takes them. No sooucr
are they comfortable in one town than
they make tracks for another, even tho
they travel on 'hair space' means. And
to what will they not turn their hands ?

"We have seen, sa- - the American ed
itors, "one and the same individual of
the craft a minister in California, a
lawyer in Missouri,-- sheriff in Ohio, a
boatman on a western canal, sailing a
privateer, a pressman in a large printing
establishment. Nor are the characters
confined to any one country they are
every where the same. We have met
them as lecturers, actors, traveling prea-
cher, ventriloquist in fact everything.
We have met on a tramp in this coun-
try members of this roving profession
from all parts of the globe Frenchmen,
Spaniards, Portugues, Germans, and
Swedes, and all apparently as much at
home as in their own country. Ardent
lovers of liberty, king craft and priests
find but little favor in their eyes. They
are always with the people. When the
Chartist excitement was raging in Eng-
land, the most eloquent and spirited lea-

ders in the movement were printers.
When barricades were raised in Paris
in 1848 the compositors cast their type
into bullets and fired them at the royal-

ist troops. When the Americans were
at war with Mexico one of Gen. Tay-

lor's regiments was composed almort on-tire- ly

of printers, and they were the
bravest of his troops."

B6g"A modern writer, with a mind fit
only for " treason, stratagems, and
spoils," gocth it thus

"Evcrvthing is very fine until you
have got it. A single wife is like a pi
ping buifinch; great fun for your friends

duecd tiresome to yourself.
Toss him a blanket !

BS-Th- at was a wise nigger, who in
speaking of the happiness of married
people said :

"Dat are pends altogcdcr how dey
enjoy themselves."

ikb Yi'liv is the tolling of a bell like
the prayer of a hypocrite? Because it
is a solemn sound oy a tnougniicss
tongue.

BQT" A n editor out West married a girl
named Church. He says hohas enjoyed
more real happiness since he joined the

Chureh than he ever knew in all his life
before.

Jte3TIcre is a dun. cut from a coun-
try paper :

"Joe we want that Sff."

A word to Young Ladies.
We wish to say a word to young ladies

about your influence over young men.
Did you ever think of it ? Did you ever
realize that you could have any influence
at all over them ? We believe that a
young lady by her consent, consistent,
Christian example, may exert an untold
power. You do riotkn.ow the respect, the
almost worship, which young men, nd
matter how wicked they may be them-
selves, pay to a consistent Christian
lady, be she young ot old. . A gentle-
man once said to a lady who boarded
in the same house with him, that her
life was a constant proof of the truth
of the Christian religion: .Qften the
simple request of a lady will keep a
young man frord doing wrong. We have
known this to be the case very frequent-
ly; and j'oung men have been kept from
breaking the Sabbath, from drinking,
from chewing, just because a lady whom
they respected, and for whom they had
an effection, requested it. A tract git-e- n,

an invitation to go to Church, a re-

quest that your friend would read tho
Bible daily, will often be' regarded, when
more powerful appeals from Other sour-
ces would fall unheeded updti his Heart:
Many of the gentlemen whom you nieei
in society are far away from their own
homes away from the influence of par-
ents and sisters and they will respond
to any interest taken in their welfare.
We all speak df a young man's danger
from evil associates, and the very bad
influence which his dissipated gentle-
men companions have over him. We
believe it is just as true that the gentle-
man's character is formed, to a very
great extent, by the ladies that he asso-
ciates with, before he becomes a com-
plete man of the world. We think, in
other words, that a young man is pretty
much what his sisters and a young la-

dy friend chooses to make him.
We knew a family where tho sisters

cnouraged the younger brother to
smoke, thinking it was manly, and to
mingle with gay, dissipated fellows, be-
cause they thought it "smart," and ha
did mingle with thctn, until he came just
like them, body and soul, and abused
the same sisters, shamefully. The

began farther back than with
his gentlemen companions. It began
with his sisters, and was cSrried on
through the forming years of character.
On the other hand, if his sisters are
watchful and affectionate, they may, in
various ways by entering into little
plans with interest, by introducing their
younger brothers into good ladies soci-
ety, lead them along until their charac-- .
tor is formed, and then a high-tone- d

respect for ladies, and a manly self-respec- t,

will keep them from mingling with
low society. If a young man sees that
the rclig'.on which in youth he was
taught to venerate, is lightly- - thought of
and perhaps sneered at, by the young
ladies with whom he associate, we can
hardly expect him to think that it is
the thing for him. Let none say thttt
they have no influence, any more thau
you can live without breaking. One is
just as unavoidable as the other. Be
ware, then, what kind of influence it is
you are constantly exerting. An invi-
tation to take a glass ot wine, or to play
a game of cards, may kindle the fires of
intemperance or gambling which wi 1

burn forevor. A jest given at tho ex
penses of religion; a light trifling man-
ner in the house of God, or any of thd
numerous ways, in which you may show
your disregard for the souls of Others;
may be the means of ruining ndariy for
time and eternity. Home Journal.

Mormon Children.
The Salt Lake correspondent of tho

N. Y. Tribune in a letter to that paper
savs :

'In regard to the Mormon children,
they appear like a neglected, uncared-fo- r

set, generally dirty and ill-cla- d. Tho
majority of them are girls, and this trou-
bles the women very much, for they know
that a female is doomed to slavery and
a life of misery. It is also a singular
fact that a large proportion of them are
whiteheaded. These children arc suffer-
ed to grow up in ignorance and vice.
Without the hallowed influence of home
to restrain them they are vicious, profaif o:

and obscene. Some of the worst lan-

guage I ever heard, fell from the lip's of
urchins in the street; but when the most
profane and indecent language is heard
in their Tabbernaclc, and all othor publw
meetings; no one can expect any other
results. The Mormons boast and exult
in calling things, as they say, by their
right names; all parts of the human
body are spoken of familiarly, in terms
that would make any body but a Mor-
mon blush, aud they say it is a part of
their duty, if not their religion, to teach
their children a knowledge of thc issues
of life." as they term it.

One little 'garden patch' of ours has
been very profitable, very this season.
The snails ate up the cucumbers, tlw
chickens ate up the the snails, the neigh-- '
bors cats ate up tho chickens aud we
arc now in search of something that wilt
cat up the cats. Can any one of our
agricultural friends aid us?

Jcst So. A youg buck of the soap
lock order lately accosted a Yankee at
one of our hotels as follows: "I say
fellow, some say I am a Frenchman, and
others take me for on Eyetaleue, now
what do you think 1 am?"

"Why, I think you are a d nl fool,"
replied Jonathan.


